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Washington Street Car
Manners

Rush of Business Seems to Have Relegated Courtesy to the Serap
Hesp.

By EARL GODWIN.

There was once a time when no man in Washington
would sit in a street car while a woman stood. But that was
a long time ago. In those days we had cousiderable more
space. A happy inspiration of the Public Utilities Commis-
sion gave us seven theoretical square feet apiece for each pas-
senger, and all went as happy as a marriage bell.

Now comes a crugh and a rush, and instead of ** Have my
seat, madame,’” it is *‘Devil take the hindmest.”” Men rush
into cars and grab seais and keep them. Unless a waqman is
the equal of a man in strength and agility she is quite likely
to stand up all the way home. In many a car you can connt
as many men sifting as there are women standing,’ It re-
minds me of Germany, where men elbow women about as if
they were sacks of meal. .

Has Washington fallen info a state of piggish selfish-
ness? Has our famous conrtesy proven to be only tinsel after
all! Or have our manners natarally tarnished through close
association with certain street car lines? If yom are a man
on a street car, look up as you reach this point and give your
seat to a woman if there is one standing in the car.
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A Little American Home

And A Very Litile American Fire.

THEIFT

ses It, but a lady told me about it

William H. Blacar, of No. 15 Maple Street. Bangor, Malne. and gave me fiva dollars.

This is a picture of an American citizen. .
You can see at a glance what is the matter with Mr. |
Blacar—the same thing is the matter with millions of otheri

Americans. “Who is she?™ I asked.

“She is an old colored woman, who
was born in slave tmes. She sells
papers al Seventeenth and H streets
when she Is well : She {s wtaily
blind and some one has to lead her
ber place.

If the Government had taken over the railroads twenty ‘
years ago, as it should have done, this gentleman of Bangor,
Me., would not now be shivering, with his feet in ths oven. |+
The money earned by the railroads would show in proper |
equipment instead of being taken out to build racing stables |
for private individuals in France or large comfortable yachts !
for other private individuals at home.

Moral—Let this citizen get thoroughly warm at least |
once a day, in church or theater, Note the typewriter on the |
stove.
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This Is Thriit Week For the |
Nation f

And Every Individual Should Be n War Stamp Collector,

The War Savings Stamp idea is bigger than any amount
of money.

— i

~Thrit Week begins today. It is for the children as well as the grown-ups. l-l\-(Tr}'budy in tht? fami!y shoul’d
do his or her share in buying war stamps. The merchants of the eity are keenly active in promoting this week’s
sales of the savings stamps and almost any store you visit has them for sale. Buy one today. Buy more to-

Imorrow.

This country can raise a hundred billions if nece i
and then another HUNDRED THOUSAND MILLIONS of
dollars. ~

One single State in the Union could pay that bill.

He is in*fhé" 'i‘hr;eilg_l_l_e_s” But Can’tr Tell Her So

The War Savings Stamps that you will buy this week—
TODAY—for yourself and for your children is not mere
money, but patriotic power.’

There is not in this nation one human being out of the
insane asylum that has any excuse for failure to buy war
stamps.

Every American, the old, soon to die, children just born
to future opportunity, should own at least the beginning of a
war stamp collection,

Buying war stamps means ‘‘THREE CHEERS FOR

THE UNITED STATES.”" Cheer for your country.

War stamps are democratic. If you buy only a dollar’s
worth, or twenty-five cents' worth, and can afford no more,
you have done your duty. |

Nobody can afford to buy NONE.

If you knew that war would end tomorrow you would
hurry out to buy some stamps that you might say, if only to
yourself, ‘I had a finger in it, anyhow."'

You own your war stamp and say to yorrself, ‘*That
represents a couple of cartridges, or the sharp point of a|
bayonet, or the good, hot soup that some American soldier
is eating in a cold, damp trench."’

WAR is a great fire that destroys

If the house next yours, filled with women and children,
were burning, you would be ashamed to say at the end of the
excitement, ‘I did not carry cven one pail of water to help
put it out. I just stood around and looked sympathetic."”

The men who does not buy war stamps and TALK war
stamps just stands around and looks sympathetic. War
aeeds action, not sympathy—be ACTIVE.

Buy war stamps today and tomorrow and every day this
week, if you can buy only one each time. |

Carry YOUR bucket of water to the fire

There are all kinds of thrift.

Buying a good book witv'our last dollar is thrift,

Burning your furniture Yo make furnace experiments,
as the great French inventor did, is thrift.

Mortgaging your home or your business to send your
children to school is thrift. |

But the greatest of all thrift is that which invests money, |
little sums if it must, big if it can, in the dignity, glory, and |
success of this nation.

A healthy hand attached to a diseased body is not worth
much. {

The nation is the bedy, the citizens are the hands, the
fingers.

Cure the body first, use your money to fight the war.

Make the body well, and all the rest will prosper. )
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SUNSHINE MARY came to see me;
as I told you yesterday.

Here ls what she sald; her own |Aer.
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All Mothers

Know How To

Wire a Son on Duty

By Winifred Black.

HE glim little woman in the
plain little dress stood at
the counter of the tele-

office in the big hotel

"m had written her telegram
and she was counting the words—
and while she counted shy winked
very fast to keep back the tears.
e t is it she writes?™ 1T
thought. “A message of {ll news?
A congmatulation?"—for I knew,
as svery on~ sise knows who bhas

seen much of the strange mixture
of joy snd sorrow we call living,
that thera are joys thal make us
weep snd sorrows that make us
smile.

“One, two (hres,” sha counted,
using her nenell to polat out the
words, and then she passed the
telegram uver the counter.

“How mush”™ she mald

The telegraph operator began to
rend—he got on very well until
about the eleventh or twelfth word
and then he stopped, puzzled.

“What's this meant to be™
growled tha ouperator,

The little woman in ths plaln
dress threw up her head. Bhe
looked at the telegram—ber color
rose.

clear volee, “is ‘darlipg.""™

The ta'egraph operator's face
twisted in » sardonic amile and he
read on, “Aad thla?™ be sald

“That,” asid tha little woman,
bravely, “in ‘good night. ~

“Here's some more,” sald the
telegraph operator with the face
of a patient mart¥r. “You'll have
to transiate this.”

The Boy She Ralsed.

The littlo woman grew an incl
taller and her lp stopped tremb-
ling. Shu looked thea operator
straight In the face, and her eyes
were very large and clear, and so
bright that they wers aimost

| alarming
“This,” ei.e sald, ‘is ‘God blesa |
| they've been so worrled about Is

Nu‘. -

“Um:™ aald the telegraph oper-
ator. "One collar and seventy-five,
please.”

The littic woman threw down a
five-dollar hil with the alr of a
princess distributing largesss, and
turned, and we walked away lo-
gether, for | knew that I knew her
the minute | saw her throw up her
head und | ok smbarrassed, and

“That word,” she sald, in a cslm,

her bor, ths one she joved and had
fairly brought up herself.

A delicate boy he was and fanci-
ful, and she was alwars so anxious
to do the wvery best that could be
done for him.

She sent him to school and she
read with bim and she talked
things over with him. And when
he went avay to the frozen North
to try to i a fortune out of thoe
snow she cried and cried and
would not Le comforted. And, oh,
bow she waztched for his letters,
and how she earned them by heart,
and how sbke worried over them,
and now winter had set in, sod
she felt that he ought to come
home, bat there was his draft num-
ber—hs must as#e¢ about” having
that transferred, so she went to
the proper nothorities and found
out all about {t, and telegraphed
bhim what o do and how to do It
and told Alin to catch the pext
boat home.

And gbe had an answer and the
answer sald

“Draft pumsber not needed.
enlisted enzineer corps.
tomorrow o Jjoin
training canp.

The telegram she sent was an
answer to that, and the boy she
loved had grown over nlght to a
man—and she was afraid for him
and prond of him and happy and
miserable =nd her heart beat so
she could hurdly speak. When
the boat comes down sbell be at
that wharfl to met It If it arrives
at 3 o'clock in the morning, and
she won't take care of her bhow
when he 'ards—he’ll take care of
her.

Have
Salling
battalion st
Good night."

Living His Owa Life,

How many such telegrams are
going out of this country by day
message anl b¥ nlght message,
by duy lettes and by ulght letter—
right now!

How many women are suddenly
waking up tc find that the bor

perfectly ahle to take care of
himself, and eager and snzious 1w
do it

How many fathera have sudden-
Ir waked aup to the fact that son is
living his awn life, dreaming his
own drexms and willing, if need
be, to dir Lls own death without
belng helped or advised, or en-
cournfind or discouraged, even by

I his own fo. <8 al bone?

proud and bappy, and heart-
stricken al: sl the ssme minote—
snd she to.]l me about the tele- |
Eram.

The telegraph office has some-
thing a Jirr.: sacred about it these
| duya, 1L serhg o me
(Copyriahs, "Wy, s Newawwaper eatice Sepe

It was written and sent to her |
, nephew, tha bar in the Klondike
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